
Lutfisk (The Yule Fish)

By yumpin’ yimini Christmas will soon be here, and I will have to put my
little fishes up before I forget about it. You see, lutfisk is a Swedish-born
fish  that  comes  from the  water.  You know,  most  of  the  fish  here  in
America comes from tin cans. (laughs)

Now I don’t want anybody to think that when I say I’m going to put the
lutfisk to soak that I’m going to put it into the pawnbroker’s. No siree.

You see when the lutfisk dies, they put them out in the sun on the rocks
to dry. So when it travels afterwards to America on a steamer boat, it
travels disguised as a woodpile. (laughs)  I often wonder why they don’t
sell lutfisk by the cord instead of by the pound. (laughs)

One American farmer thought they were shingles, and he covered his
barn with them. And now every cat in the neighborhood is dancing on
that roof. They can smell it, but they can’t eat it. It’s too tough. The poor
cats only had one square meal from that roof so far. And that was when
it rained for six weeks last month and softened up the fish. (laughs) But
the roof leaked. And the farmer got stuck in bed from the glue for a whole
week before they could pry him loose. He never spoke to anybody for that
whole week — too stuck up, I suppose. (laughs)

Now the lutfisk has a rather peculiar odor. So when my wife was cooking
some last Christmas, the neighbors all came in and asked her if she had
started a glue factory. (laughs)

She gave some to a tramp one day.  He took one smell at it and said, “I’m
very sorry, Madam, but I never eat Limburger cheese.” (laughs)

Oh, yes, it’s strong all right. The last lot I had I couldn’t break it with a
sledgehammer. I worked on that lutfisk with a hammer and a chisel for
two days before I could get it into a pan of water. I broke the chisel and
one commandment. (laughs)
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